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WHEN  THE  FLAG  IS  UNFURLED. 


In  the  hush  of  the  Autumn's  red  splendour 

The  Flag  of  the  Queen  is  unfurled 
To  roar  of  the  drums  that  defend  Her 

The  width  of  the  world; 
And  sound  of  the  husbandmen  reaping 

Thro'  fields  where  the  harvest  lies  white 
Is  stilled  in  the  hearts  that  are  leaping 
To  music  of  fight. 

From  the  outermost'  edge  of  Her  borders 

We  send  Her  our  husbands  and  sons 
To  strengthen  the  ranks  of  Her  warders 
And  stand  by  the  guns; 
That  the  nations  may  know  that  they  reckon 

With  swords  which  encircle  the  world 
When  the  drums  of  the  Empress  shall  beckon. 
Hfi  Flag  be  unfurled. 


We  lend  Her  our  bravest  and  dearest. 
Nor  count  up  the  cost  of  the  fray, 
For  the  Flag  of  the  Empress  floats  nearest 

Above  us  alway; 
And  cheeks  that  are  wet  with  the  kisses 

Of  sweethearts  and  mothers  and  wives 
Shall  flame  that  their  passionate  bliss  is 
To  give  Her  their  lives. 

Though  we  drink  of  Her  wine-cup  of  sorrow 

And  share  in  Her  chalice  of  pain 
For  those  of  our  brave  whom  the  morrow 

Shall  bring  not  again, 
With  love  we  have  welded  a  thralling 

Steel  chain  that  shall  girdle  the  world 
When  the  drums  of  the  Empress  are  calling, 
Her  Flag  is  unfurled. 


LYNDWODE   PEREIRA. 
Ottawa,  Canada,  Oct.  24th,  1899. 


